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According to a recent Nationwide survey:

ORE
VOCTORS SMOKE
CAMELS
THAN ANY OTHER CIGARETTE
@ Like the rest of us, doctors smoke for pleasure. Their taste recognizes and appreciates full flavor and cool mildness just as yours does.
And when 113,597 doctors were asked to name the cigarette they
smoked, more doctors named Camels than any other brand.
Three nationally known

independent research organizations con-

R, J. Reynolds

ducted the survey. They queried doctors in every branch of medicine.

Tobacco Co.,
Winston-Salem,
North Carolina

T for Taste...
T for Throat...
@ Taste and Throat...your ““T-Zone”

...that’s

your

proving

any cigarette.
See how your

own

ground
critical

for
taste

responds to the rich, full flavor of
Camel’s choice tobaccos.
Tobaccos of uncompromising quality ... tobaccos
blended

in the fine, tra-

ditional Camel way.
See how your throat
reacts to the cool mildness of Camels.
SeeifCamelsdon’t
suit your “T-Zone”
tova, Te?
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HONEY

HARBOR

® By Parrictia ANN

No.

WEEK-END

here that the Indians set up their
wares, closely woven baskets, hideously painted masks in the form of
pins and rings, gaudy throw rugs,
and traditional Indian liquors, reme-

SHRODER

died

Interesting is the right word for this story.
There is little originality to the
beginning of this story, and the end
is as final as pinning the tail on a
donkey. It must be what occurred
in between that presents a motive
for my relating it.
We had reached our cottage on
Honey Harbor Bay late Friday night
intent on remaining until the following Sunday a week.
For four
years now we had spent our summers

here, enclosed

in the arms

of

the surrounding forests, far up the
French River in Canada. The Harbor was semicircled around the river
at the point where it flowed out into
the Bay. Because of the numerous
groups of people who flocked there
seasonally a small community had
begun, with accommodations for a
tourist trade, and entertainment for

everyone.
Most of the natives in the vicinity
were of mixed French and Indian
blood, some of true Indian descent.

Among the tourists we were able to

recognize some as previous guests at
the hotel and in no time at all we
had become acquainted with every-

one.

The days were wonderful!

From

before sunrise, until sunset we would

be out in the Bay,
and large-mouth
quietly on the side
tom boat, scanning

casting for pike
bass, or sitting
of the glass botthe crystal clear

our

was

Pierre,

fresh

corn

the

leader

of

the

group, and we would laugh at John,
his coadjutor, who followed him
around offering advice on this or
that.
This was the way the week progressed.
Sometimes Daddy and I
would drive into. Wabashein, a little

Indian

the

in

I was young, just seventeen. The
clear music from the juke box in the
hall of the hotel held a fascination
for me.
Just twelve miles away
there was a training camp for the
Royal Canadian Mounties, and every
night a group of them would drive
down to the Harbor to dance until
midnight. We were all good friends.
After several nights we knew which

plies, and

regions,

them

In the evenings when the clouds
were no longer outlined against the
blue Canadian sky, I would take
leave of Mother and Dad, for they
were content to sit on the porch of
our cottage and silently watch the
stars gather to the north, and to see
the moon rise from behind the horizon over the Bay.

Queen

the

roll

made fire, in deep, rich fat.

waters for a quick glimpse of the
of

fish,

meal, and fry them over an Indian

one

to cure

snake

bites,

and

the

devil’s work.

water “muske.” Around noon time
our Indian guide would dock our
boat on the sands of a deserted
island some twenty to thirty miles
from the Harbor. There we would
scale

1

settlement, to get our supreceive our mail.

It was

On the Friday night before we
were to leave there was a beautiful
moon and though I was not a sentimentalist in retrospect, I had no
desire to follow the path that led
to the hotel. Instead I turned from
the sound of blaring music, and
headed down toward the gigantic
rock that jutted out into the Harbor, just below our cottage.

I had been sitting there a very
few minutes, watching the tiny minnows racing in and out of the shallow weeds when I heard footsteps
on the path behind me. From out
of the shadows emerged a boy of
not more than twenty.
He stood
tall and erect, with his hands thrust

deep into the wells of his pockets.
We

exchanged glances, and he said,

“Hello! And who might you be?”
While he folded his long legs beneath him beside me, I replied,
“Hello yourself, My name is
Jeanne. Who are you? You must be
new here, for I’m sure I haven’t seen

you before.”
“Yes,”

he

said,

“I’m

new

here.

My name is Chuck Powell, and I’m

here for the remainder of the summer, what there is left of it. I’ve

got a job down at the Ice House.”
We sat quietly for a few minutes
and then Chuck said, “It’s nice up
here, you know.
I’ve never been
away before, but I’ve always wanted
to come to a place like this.”
“We

return

every

year,”

I told
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him, “because
It’s like being
There is just
and all of this

we are so fond of it.
all alone, in a way.
you and the woods
water.”

We talked this way for over an
hour, telling one another about our- »
»
|
selves . . . that is as much as 'as you
ever relate

to someone

And

met per chance.

youve

just

then it was»

time to leave.

“Pl walk up with you,” Chuck

said, and so together we ascended
the narrow path to the cottage. At
the door he turned and said,

“Tt was ever so lucky for me to
have met you, Jeanne. It is so nice,
much nicer than you know to have
someone to talk to. Is there any

chance
row?”

of my

seeing

tomor

you

“Why yes, Chuck, I guess we
could get together tomorrow,” I
said. “How would you like to pick
blue berries

me,

with

six in

about

the morning? I know it is awfully
early, but that is really the nicest

time of day.”

Chuck smiled, “You know you are ~

a funny kid. Certainly I would like
to pick berries. I'll be here.” With
a quick “good night,” he was gone.
I entered the cottage, intent on a
good night’s sleep, but somehow
after I had retired I could not erase
Chuck’s face from my mind’s eye,
and

his

words,

“It’s

nice

to have

someone to talk to,” rang clear.
Here was a strange individual.
I
wanted to find out more about him.

Saturday was a perfect last day.
Chuck and I picked blue berries as
pre-arranged, and after that we swam
until noon.
‘Then we packed a
lunch,

and

walked

down

the

road

revelation to be found there.
I
could only say then, “Of course,
Chuck, whatever could you mean
. .. you have been wonderful.
I
most certainly do respect you because you have demanded respect.”
“Then will you take a cruise with
me around the Bay tonite,” he
asked. “I really wish you would,
because there is something that I
want to tell you.” After a moment’s
hesitation I promised to meet him
at our dock at eight o’clock.
After we had finished dinner and
Mother and | were washing dishes
I told her of our plans for that evening and she said, “Chuck seems
like such a nice boy, dear.
Of
course it is all night to go with

him.”
With that I tore from the cottage, and raced down to the dock.
He was sitting there, shirt sleeves
rolled up, smoking a pipe, and he

looked like any twenty-year-old collegiate.
“Hil” I said.
“Sorry I’m late.
Let’s shove off, shall we?” he grinned
at me and with a wink of his eye
we were off.
The night was clear and lovely.
The moon was bright, and every
now and then the outline of a seagull would be reflected on the water.
We sat quietly in the boat inspired
by this peacefulness and contented
with the day’s happenings.
Soon,
however, Chuck broke the spell say-

ing,

“You're leaving
row, aren't you?”

for sure

tomor-

“Yes,
noon.”

“shortly

‘before

1

said,

to a table that sat by itself on a
knoll overlooking the water. We ate

“Then this will be the last time
that I will get to see you before you

our lunch, and talked and teased
one another, and at last started back

take off, won’t it?”

along the road to the cottage.
It’s been a wonderful day, Jeanne.
I shall never forget it. Will you
promise me that no matter what
happens, you will respect and like
me for what I seemed to you today?”
I stopped,

turned

towards

him

and searched his face for a clue to
so vivid a remark.
‘There was no

Page four

I turned to him and said, “It will

be, unless you will have a chance to
stop over to the cottage in the
morning before we leave.”
“Think I'll do
he smiled.

“It’s
you,

been

Chuck,”

that little thing,”

wonderful
I told him,

always remember
ing met you.”

knowing
“and

I’ll

this year for hay-

“T could never begin to tell you
how much fun it has been, though
we have known each other for such
a short time,” he remarked.
“But, Jeanne, there is something
about me that you do not know,

and because I don’t want you to
take home the wrong opinion of me,
I want to tell you, and I want you
to understand.
That is the main
reason for my bringing you out here
tonite.
Will you listen to everything that I have to say before you
say anything, and will you please
try to understand?”
I could not imagine what he was
leading up to, but I nodded my head
in acknowledgement, and he went

on .

“All of those things that I told
you about myself before, weren’t
true, Jeanne. I’m not going to College in Toronto, and that really
isn’t my home. I was born here in
Wabashein, twenty-two years ago.
My parents are French Canadians,
good people, and my father is a
teller in the bank in town. There
are seven of us in the family, and
I am the youngest. That probably
sounds like the usual history of a
fellow’s background, but in my case
it is what came after the background

that really matters now.

When

I

was eighteen I went to work in a
factory in ‘Toronto.
It was a
good job, but I had to work nights,
and being a watchman isn’t the most
glamorous job in the world.
But
it was a job at least, and so I stuck
it out for nearly a year. One night,
I was sitting at a desk, reading the
paper. I had just made the nightly
rounds of the factory, and had settled down to passing the time away
until day break. It was pitch dark
in the room, with only a light above
my head, and a small light that penetrated from under the elevator

doors.
tion,

I was reading the Sports secwhen

I heard

a

faint

noise

from behind.
I thought little or
nothing about it, for there were rats

galore in that place, and one more
was little to
denly though
and I jumped
fronted by a
about

thirty.

worry about.
Suda voice sprung at me,
up, only to be congun; and a man of
I recognized

him

as

he worked days there at the factory.

He

spat

out,

‘Okay,

Powell,

that he was working late, and sev-

this

eral people had seen him working.
It was all so incredible that I still

thing ain’t no toy.’ He had taken
me

by surprise, and for a minute

or two, I didn’t know what

can’t quite see it.”

to do.

Then he said,

““This is going to be so simple,

come

to the end of this account,

I

spoke up and asked,
“Then why are you here now,
Chuck, if you were convicted?” He

so does the boss, only the last time
anyone saw me I was over in Build-

ing 16, where everybody knows me,
and believes I’m the honest type.
You're new here, and when you tell

turned
said,

them

wan State Penetentiary a year ago,
and because of good behavior, |

it was

me

who

hit the

in his seat to face me,

and

“They sent me to the Saskatche-

safe,

they aren’t going to even hear you.

was permitted to leave for the rest

So let’s move along now; I wantta
see that safe.’
“T got up then Jeanne. My mind
was working overtime, and I saw
one opportunity that he had evidently overlooked.
Remember, I
said before that I had seen the light
from the elevator, from under the
doors, which meant that the ele-

vator was stopped on that floor,
and since we had to walk directly in
front of it, if I were to be quick
enough, I could see a way to stop
him.
We started walking; I was

of the summer, to be with my family.
I am not permitted to cross the
Province line, and am supposedly on
my honor to return in three wecks.”
I could not answer him this time.

I sat rigidly in the boat, and because I said no more, Chuck started

back for home.
‘The ride seemed
like eternity, and I had to look
straight ahead of me, for on either

side of me, deep down in the depths
of the waters, I could see the bottom

of the elevator pit, and the man that

several paces in front of his force,
the gun, and in a moment we were

lay there.
There were few words
between us that night.
Chuck

standing

directly

took

elevator.

The doors were of glass,

in front

of the

and as I looked in I could see that
the floor was cleared, and would
make a pretty good bed, for some-

one who had been knocked out.

I

turned then, as if to say something

to him, and as I did, I swung my
right fist up and under his chin. I
had been quick enough, Jeanne, for

he started reeling, fell backwards,
spun around, and crashed through
the glass doors of the elevator. But
then,

Jeanne,

this

incredible

thing

happened. As he spun around inside the elevator, he hit the starter
button, and before I could get to
him, the elevator started to drop;
it was nine stories down, and he

went down with them.
“There were no witnesses, Jeanne.

I picked up

his gun,

which

had

fallen when he began to reel, and
though Court procedures went on
for nearly a week, I was convicted
for manslaughter.
For he had so

evenly covered up with his plans,
that there was a note to his wife

me

to the

door,

and

walked

quietly away, leaving me to think.

As I lay in bed that night I recalled his story, and reviewed it
over in my mind. Of course it hadn't
been

Chuck’s

fault.

Chuck,

who

had been so good and so fine to
I knew he was being punished
something that, as he had said,
almost incredible. Rather than
discouraged with his story, I

me.
for
was
be
ad-

mired him more than ever, and felt

relieved to think that he would tell
me,

whom

he

short a time.

had

known

for

hands were warm and firm and as
he looked at me he smiled and said,

“If you'll miss

Now that Chuck seemed to have

Powell. I’ve figured it all out. My
wife thinks I’m working tonite, and

way he had the night before, when
we had gone for the boat ride. His

so

At long last I fell

asleep, happy in my conviction.
Everything was packed, and we
were ready to leave. It was Sunday
morning, just nine o'clock. As I
closed the car door, and we backed

away, Chuck came running through
the trees shouting at us to wait a
minute. He leaned heavily on the

understand

me,

and

if you

. . . smile.”

I lifted my head, raised my eyes
to meet his clear blue ones, and
smiled.
We

pulled away then and as we

drove down the road, leaving Honey
Harbor, and Chuck behind, Mother
said,

“Now

whatever did he mean

by

saying, ‘if you understand, smile?’ ”
I did.:not answer her. 1 id
couldn’t. I could only smile.

ee
MY

WEEK-END

WORRIES

Plans for a week-end have always
presented themselves as a problem
to me. Dayton is a city where things
to do are quite limited to persons of
my age.
During the war some people realized the need for youth interests
and entertainment and something
was done about it. Now citizens refuse to acknowledge the still existing problems of youth amusements
since the war has come to an end.
What is needed are more places
where a youth can enjoy himself
among friends and a proper environment.

When Friday rolls round one
must depend on movies, private parties, or athletic games to take the
time

off his hands.

These

are fine,

but many times they fail to fill the
bill. This leaves the youth to wander the streets or to fall into gangs

of boys and girls who need correction badly.

The method to curb this is to
supply ample interests and amusement throughout every week-end for
America’s youth who are constantly
seeking new thrills and adventure.
—RosertT CLAGETT

car door, and in quick, short breaths,

talked for a minute with Mother
and Dad.

Finally he turned to me,

took my hand and winked, the same
Page five

A CHANCE

IN A LIFETIME

Chinese, telling them to move their
little trucks out of the street so
they could get through.

Seeing the big city.
® By Berry Hopapp

How can I describe in a few paragraphs something that takes a lifetime to see? For a few days, I visited New York City with my uncle
and aunts and, believe me, I’ll never

forget it.
The Holland Tunnel was my first
under the depths of the Hudson
River between Jersey City, N. J.,
and New York City.

clear picture of what goes on during
a broadcast. The performers simply

but not least, anxious-eyed people
representing every state in the
Union, and probably almost every
country in the world.
At Times

Square and Broadway a billboard advertisement for Camel cigarettes
showed a man blowing smoke rings
out over the street. Can you imagine a sign exhibiting a familiar blue
Super Suds box with suds bubbling
down on Broadway?
A panel of
print forming sentences containing
the latest news rotates around the
sides of the Times Building. Walking down Broadway for a square to
Hotel Astor which occupies a block
was like pushing through a crowd
of women buying nylon stockings.
Hotel after hotel line Broadway.
Our hotel, the modern forty-story
Barbizon-Plaza,

overlooks

Central

Park. Away from the noise and traffic but conveniently close to bus
lines or within walking distance to
famous places, it was an ideal head-

quarters. Our breakfast was served
every morning in our room.
A tour of NBC studios and _teceiving tickets for a broadcast was
our first exciting adventure. I had
tried many times to picture a real
over

the

air but

microphone and read their scripts.
During that particular program,
three married couples were selected
from the audience to participate in
the broaicast.

Taking

Complete was my amazement
upon seeing the gigantic billboard
signs, taxicabs, double-deck buses,
limousines, skyscraper buildings and
rows and rows of shops, and last

actually

seeing and hearing it was both inPage six

“Honey-

stand before a nation-wide hook-up

thrill. It is lined with cream-colored
tile, and stretches for miles and miles

broadcast

teresting and educational.

moon in N. Y.,” which comes to us
at 9:00 a. m. in Dayton, gave me a

Central

a

double-deck

Park,

where

bus

past

white-uni-

formed nurses were walking children
up Riverside Drive, to Fort Trydon
Park to the doors of the worldfamous Cloisters was like stepping
inside a medieval castle. This museum

of medieval

art, a branch

of

the Metropolitan Museum of Art,
contains tapestries, stained windows,
odd-looking statues and open courts.
One
tapestry
particularly
well
known is “The Hunt of the Unicorn,” portraying figures of soldiers
and animals all hand sewn with rich
colored corded silk thread. A statue
of a laughing Madonna and _ the
Child playing with her fingers is
In
very seldom seen anywhere.
structure, the partially vine-covered
Cloisters resemble our Art Institute.
However, the Cloisters is a larger
building and is ideally situated on a
thickly wooded hill overlooking the
Hudson River.
Ugly but just as impressive as the

Cloisters was

Chinatown

and

the

Bowery.
Ducks hanging by their
heads dripping yellow grease, though
most probably a luxury for these
people, looked distasteful to us. At
every

turn

in

the

street,

yellow-

skinned, shabbily dressed humans
blinked questioningly at us from
evil smelling shops. ‘Two sisters returning from long hours of begging

on the sidewalks stepped inside their
poor Maryknoll cloister. Men driving trucks

New

York

through

City

this section of

argued

with the

Eating at the Automat just outside of the Bowery isn’t advisable
unless accompanied by someone.
Here men and women from the lowest dregs of New York City deposit
nickels begged from tourists for rolls
and coffee.
Some ate as though
they hadn’t eaten for days, and certainly, Emily Post would be horrified at their lack of manners.
The subway rushed us to gorgeous Radio City Hall at Rockefeller City.
Wine carpet-covered
floors studded with black marble
columns took my breath away. The
black marble walls were set off by
floor-to-ceiling mirrors, and at the
and of the lobby, a huge marble
stairway leading to the balcony
added to the expensive atmosphere.
The beauty of this stairway can be
enjoyed only by actually seeing it,
for it is hard to describe. Organ
music marched us into the theater.
On each side of the stage were three
Japanese style houses where girls
came out to sing during the performance. The first curtain on the
stage was a gray doeskin-like drapery.
When the first curtain was raised,
a gorgeous gold cloth curtain fell
onto the stage in soft folds. It was
raised up in sections, framing the
stage for the famous Rockettes, followed by scenes from the Mikado.
Because there is so much to see
in New York City there is little
time for rest. Sightseeing around
Manhattan Island by boat is one of
the best ways to see the points of
interest. Our lecturer pointed out
the one hundred and two-story Empire State Building, Rockefeller Center, New York Hospital, Yankee
Stadium, the Polo Grounds, Hall of

Fame, the New York Navy Yard,
and the Statue of Libertv. He also

pointed

out

Exchange
was one
things we
lation of

Building, which I thought
of the most interesting
saw. Here half the poputhe country have an inter-

the

New

York

Stock

est in securities market as holders of

insurance and saving bank accounts.

(Continued on Page 22)

FATHER
An

CHAMINADE

interesting biographical sketch.

@ By EucENE BoLp

Fifteen years before the signing of
our Declaration of Independence, in
the little French village of Perigueux, William Chaminade was
born.
The thirteenth member of
the Chaminade family, William
grew up in a thoroughly Catholic
atmosphere.
‘Iwo of his brothers
joined religious orders: John, the
Jesuits,

and

Blaise,

the

Recollects.

Louis and William, being about the
same age, attended school together.

From 1771 to 1785 they studied at

During the Reign of Terror, from
July, 1793, to July, 1794, Father
Chaminade. went about his ministerial duties under various disguises.
‘Tinker or peddler on the street, and
priest of God once he entered his
people’s homes.
Narrow escapes
were not unusual for him.
Once
while at his parents’ home, thé quickwitted servant girl saved him from
discovery by hiding him under a
wooden tub. After the police finished their search, she offered them

Mussidan, about twenty-five miles

some wine.

from Perigueux, at Bordeaux and at
Paris, where they were ordained to
the priesthood and received their
degrees as Doctors of Divinity.

cepted, she placed some glasses on

Shortly before leaving for Mussidan,

Louis

and

William

firmed.
Louis
Xavier; William

were

con-

chose the name
chose Joseph, one

of his most favorite patrons since
his early childhood.
From _ that
time on, because of his great liking
for his Confirmation name, William

always used the name Joseph.
Returning

from

Paris

to Mussi-

dan in’ 1785, Louis and Joseph, under their brother John, took charge
of the College of Mussidan. John
was president; Louis, prefect of studies; and Joseph, steward.
Under
the Chaminade brothers, the Col-

lege flourished until the Civil Constitution was passed by the Assembly, and subsequently signed by the
king on December 26, 1790. John
happily avoided this trial, for he
died a saintly death in January, 1790.
Louis and Joseph, however, remained
at Mussidan

until

1792, when

they

were given the choice of taking an
oath to uphold the Civil Constitu-

tion, or of leaving the country.
take

that oath

faith; so Louis

was

to deny

departed

‘To
their

for Spain,

but Joseph went into hiding at Bordeaux, where he owned a small farm

which his aged parents managed for

him.

When

they readily ac-

the tub and filled them.
After
they had gone, Father Chaminade
crawled from his hiding place and
remarked that “only the thickness
of a board had saved him from the

guillotine.”
Finally, on July 27, 1794, Robes-

pierre fell.
Early in August the
Military Commission of Bordeaux
was abolished.
It was still necessary for Father Chaminade to remain in hiding, until, in February,
1795, a decree was passed, granting
freedom of worship.

Father Chaminade opened his little oratory to the public again. Before another year had passed, the
laws against non-juring priests were
renewed. Violence reigned once
more. A list of the priests of Bordeaux who had emigrated from Bordeaux and subsequently returned
was drawn up. Father Chaminade’s
name appeared on this list, for, according to the authorities, he had

left Bordeaux. His efforts to have
his name removed from the list
were all in vain.
Soon

after,

Father

Chaminade

closed his oratory and went into
hiding, in order to give the impression that he had departed from
Bordeaux.
For a year and a_ half
he went about in his many disguises
to bring the sacraments to the faithful.
‘Then another era of peace
descended upon France, but it was
just as short lived as the former
period of tranquility.
This time
Father Chaminade was taken too
much by suprise to avoid being sent
away from his native land.
He was given a passport to Spain,
and he arrived at Sarragossa on October 11, 1797, the eve of the feast

of Our Lady of the Pillar. The next
day’s procession and ceremonies, as
only the Spanish can produce them,
filled the exiled priests with a new
joy and enthusiasm.
The

three

years

Father

nade spent at Sarragossa

of peace and inspiration.

Chami-

were years

Being de-

nied the exercise of his ministry, as

were all French priests in Spain, he
made little plaster statues which he
sold to the people in order to earn
his livelihood.
Many were the hours that Father
Chaminade spent in the beautiful
basilica at Sarragossa, and especially
in the chapel of Our Lady of the
Pillar. There it was that he received
the inspiration to reorganize the
Catholic Life of Bordeaux and to

found religious sodalities and societies dedicated to the Blessed Virgin
Mary.
Whenever, in later life, he
referred to the foundation of his
works, he always insisted that it was
not he who had founded them, but

the Biessed Virgin.
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Father Chaminade was permitted

with

For more

of Bordeaux late in 1800.

than a year he took charge of the

administration

of

diocese

the

two

others,

became

the

of

A BIT OF

first

members of the Society of Mary.

to return to his rebellion-torn city

People

Father Chaminade remained as
Superior General of the Society of
Mary until 1840, when his council

come,

LIGHT
and

people

go.

Some of them brush past your life
with barely a tell-tale tint of having
been there; others leave a vivid dab

Bazas. At the same time he began
gathering disciples to form sodali-

asked him to resign because of his

of color in their path.

bers of the Sodality of the Immaculate Conception. Shortly after this
another sodality was organized for
young women. ‘These were followed

advanced age and to facilitate a certain financial transaction. Willingly
did Father Chaminade give up his

office, but when he wished to ap-

The particular bit of brilliance of
which I am reminded was not colorful at all. Perhaps no one on the
crowded bus noticed him wedged in
among the biy city faces. His small,

ties. On February 2, 1801, the first
twelve men were admitted as mem-

by

sodalities

women.

for married

men

and

ber of sodalists mount, that in three

years they had outgrown their quarters, and had received from the
Archbishop the church of the MaFather Cham-

inade’s works became so numerous
and fruitful that, many years later,
Cardinal

person

Donnet

pages

“When

said:

through

a

the archives

of the diocese, he finds the name of
Father Chaminade at the head of

every good work.”

Bordeaux could not hold Father
His works
Chaminade for itself.
diffused to many neighboring cities
and towns. In Agen, where a branch
of the sodality for young women
had been established, the first religious congregation of Father
Mlle. de
Chaminade was begun.
Trenquelleon, a sodalist, told Father

Chaminade of her desire to enter
the convent. She was overjoyed to
discover his plans for founding a
religious congregation for women,
and in 1816, with five companions,
began her religious life as a Daughter
of Mary Immaculate.
In May of the following year, one
of the sodalists named Lalanne informed Father Chaminade that he
desired to do the same work that
Father Chaminade did. Moved by
great joy, Father Chaminade exclaimed: “That is just what I have

long been awaiting! God be praised!
He had made known

His will, and

the time has come to put into execution the plan I have had in mind
for twenty years, the plan He Him-

self has revealed to me.”

Five men

made a retreat ending on October 2.
They asked to make their profession
of vows and on December 1], they,
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the council

de-

nied him this lawful privilege. ‘The
case was appealed to ecclesiastical
authorities,

So rapidly did the num-

deleine for their use.

point his successor,

who

of the council.
Father

decided

in

favor

From 1845 to 1850

Chaminade

had

to

bear

a

great trial of having his society pay
little heed to his advice and regard

him no longer as their leader and

fleshy body

in its forlorn, murky

trousers and frayed leather jacket, a
dogeared reminder of another decade,

was

lost

in

the

clamor

and

glamor of the working world.
Stretching the short span of his
legs, he had struggled onto the trol-

guide.
Finally in 1850, shortly before his death, Father Chaminade

ley and smiled sweetly at the blur
inside. It was not a returned greef-

was reconciled to his society and to
his successor. Only in later years
did his sons see the mistake they
had made in dealing with one whose
only wish was to serve his Blessed
Mother in all things and especially
in the forming of her society.

ing. He edged himself delicately be-

On

January

22,

1850,

Father

Chaminade’s saintly life on earth
was ended.
God had called His
servant to his eternal reward. His
body was placed in the Carthusian
cemetery at Bordeaux, where countless numbers of people have come to
pray for favors through his intercession. In 1917 his cause for canonization was formally introduced at
Rome.
It is the fervent hope of
the Brothers and their friends that,
in the not too distant future, Father

Chaminade may be publicly venerated as a saint.

VENI
When God came down to earth,
He brought a gift—
And it was peace.
Mary looked at God

Upon the straw,
Her sighs spoke love.
Today man needs this love,

This peace—Then Lord
Please come again.
—RoBERT

sidewise in conscientious alarm
woman’s frown of impatience.
woman shifted slightly to alclearance. Tenderly patting the

manly knee he had bumped on the
opposite side, he folded his pudgy
hands primly, and his feet dangled

“ans
oor.

a full six inches above the

Two globular, fluid eyes, surrealis-

tically distorted by the thick lenses
of his gold-rimmed

glasses, peered

emptily at the human mass, and his
tiny, sensitive mouth often suggested the trace of a smile at some hop-

ed-for friend. A mammoth, muddycolored hat flooded down over his
ears, giving him the appearance

of

a top-heavy foll, weary with its own
weight.
He was a bit of light among the
dark of the world, his very drabness
giving him glow. He was a pinch
of piety among the hardened, a bit

Ce

When

tween two formidable shapes, jumping
at a
The
low

SMITH

of humbleness in a blase world .
and no one saw him.
—CAarOLYN LakIN

.

OSLO

UNIVERSITY

® By Epm
The

UNDER

writer, a junior

one

threats, a total nazification, first of
the state, then of the minds of the

arts student,

came

of its first demands

will

be for a university.
A people dependent upon foreigners or foreign
education for its civil servants and
for its academically educated specialists will not be able to maintain its
independence. Only when a people
possesses its own literature, arts,
and historical writings—its own culture in the widest sense of the term
—does it constitute a nation in the
modern meaning of the word. The
university is the center of the cultural life of a nation. To the nations in Europe who still cherish
their memories of past struggles for
a full national life, their universitizs

are symbols of their nationhood. ‘The
Germans fully understood this, and
if they wanted to wipe out the individuality of a nation, they could
strike at its universities.
The University of Oslo is a state
university. It is the only university
of the country, but a series of specialized colleges of university rank
have been established independent
of the university, such as ‘Technical,
Agricultural,
Dental,
Veterinary,
Commercial, etc.

During the week following the
German occupation of Oslo on
April 9, 1940, a large number of
students escaped to join the Norwegian forces fighting north of the
capital. The

and

university closed

did not reopen

in Norway
ber).

When

was over

down,

until the war

(in Septem-

the students returned

to Oslo they were confronted with
a confused situation. In Oslo the
Germans tried to trick and bully
Norwegian negotiators into submis-

sion.

Few

country. They thought they would
be able to achieve gradually, by quisImg infiltration, propaganda and

Direrricuson

The University of Oslo was
founded in 1811. ‘The event was a
milestone in the developments leading up to the reestablishment of a
Norwegian state in 1814, after 400
years of Danish rule. When a people awakens to national consciousness,

NAZIS

people in the country

from

Norway

last summer.

realized what was going on in the
capital, and in the capital there was

general uncertainty as to the mood
of the country.
It gradually became clear to those who were informed of events behind the scenes
that the Germans were preparing
a coup d’etat in Oslo. The students
decided to put an end to this confusion,
When the university reopened, the
Students’ Union staged a mass meeting on September 21. The meeting
took place at very short notice and
escaped the vigilance of the Gestapo. ‘The chief speaker was Johan
Scharffenberg,
a seventy-year-old
doctor and one of the most prominent political writers and social
workers of the country. He declared
that King Haakon was the living
expression of the will of the Norwegian people to regain their liberty
and independence.
‘The meeting
vigorously protested against the German plan to depose the King, and
the students rose to their feet and
solemnly pledged themselves to remain firm and loyal — whatever
might happen.
Only four days later, on September 25, the German

Reichskommis-

sar ‘Terboven inaugurated the Quisling puppet rule in Norway and appomted traitors to take over the
various ministries.
‘The following
morning Dr. Scharffenberg and the
president of the Students’ Union
were

arrested.

‘The

students

however, achieved their
had been shown clearly
tion that Norway firmly
“New Order” imposed
mans and the traitors.

had,

purpose. It
by their acrejected the
by the Ger-

The students cold-shouldered and
ignored the Nazis, who frequently
tried to provoke riots, which might
give them an opportunity to single
out individual students for reprisals.
The German plan was to nazify the

people. ‘That is why they did not
immediately close down the university. ‘They hoped to nazify the
university by appointing new naziprofessors and by sending quislings
as students to the university. ‘The
scheme revealed their total ignorance of the Norwegian’ spirit and
tradition.
‘The vast majority of
students and professors immediately
took their stand. ‘They were ready
to defend their university, and they
would rather see it closed down than
be a center for the nazi-spirit. The
new professors appointed by the
Germans had no luck.
Some of
them tried to lecture, but gave it up.
The students boycotted their lecturers effectively.
The few nazistudents

were

treated

as

outcasts.

Nobody looked at them, nobody
talked to them, nobody seemed to
be aware of their presence
— and
most of them preferred to keep
away from this atmosphere of icy
contempt.

On September 10, 1941, the Germans declared a state of emergency
in Oslo following a wide spontaneous strike in the factories of the
city. Immediately
the Germans
struck at the university and arrested
its Rector, Professor Seip, and several other professors. Professor Seip
was

transferred

to Grini,

a concen-

tration camp outside Oslo, and was
subjected to very harsh treatment.
In April, 1942, he was deported to
Germany, and he was in Germany

till the war was over in 1945,
After the arrest of Professor Seip
things grew worse. The Nazis proclaimed that when a student in the
future joined the university, his attitude toward the “New Order” was
to be taken into consideration.

The

students answered by sending in individual protests signed with their
full name rejecting all associations
with the nazified committees. Numerous arrests were made of stu-

dents suspected of being instigators
of the protest.
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On August 31, 1943, new regulations concerning the admission of
students to the university were circulated from the “Ministry” to the
faculties. A limited number of students were to be admitted to each
faculty and the Rector was given
full powers to grant or refuse admission.
With a Nazi as Rector
this could mean only that “undesirable” students would be rejected
and the faculties packed with young
Nazis.
It became clear that one
of the purposes was to admit into
the university Norwegian Nazis who
had returned from the Russian front
after fighting in Hitler’s war. They
were mostly cranks and criminals
and even a small infiltration of such
elements would create an impossi-

ble situation at the university. The

professors and lecturers of all the
faculties protested in writing, threatening to resign if the regulations

were put into force.

Only one quis-

ling dissented from protest.
The
Gestapo stepped in, and between
October 15 and 20, nine professors,
two lecturers, and sixty-eight students were arrested.
All the faculties

and

2,200

students — practi-

cally all those who were in Oslo at
that time — protested in writing, demanding the release of their colleagues and friends.
The answer
was a new series of arrests. It started
on November 28.

Early on Sunday morning, November 28, a fire broke out in the
University Celebration Hall, the
Aula. Petrol had been poured over
the rostrum and the first rows of
chairs. The fire-watchman had not
sounded the alarm, and nobody
knows who it was who discovered
the fire, which was not visible from

outside the buildings. Stormtroopers took the place of the Fire Brigade in clearing up the damage.

Contrary to the usual initial silence

in sabotage

affairs,

the controlled

newspapers immediately flashed the
event on the front page, accusing
“Communist elements among the
students” of “vandalism and sabotage.”
The Norwegians immedi-

ately

christened

it the

“van

der

struments
the fire.

left

in

the

Aula

before

‘Two days after, on November 30,
at 10 a. m., the Gestapo struck. Machine guns were posted at strategic
street corners in the city, and especially around the university. The
main university buildings, the National Hospital, the Students’ House,
the libraries, laboratories, and mu-

seums, and the Science
Building just outside town
surrounded.
All students
staff on these premises
tained. Meanwhile a fleet
cars, lorries,

taxis,

and

Faculty
were all
and the
were deof police

motorcycles

were sent tearing through the streets

of Oslo, hooting incessantly to increase the confusion. German Gestapo men were on the hunt, fetching students from their homes and
picking them up in the streets. All
the students were herded together
in the University Square.
Crowds
of people who had assembled in the
adjoining streets were harrassed by
German troops, who kept examining
their papers, making wanton arrests
and knocking people down.
By 2 o'clock in the afternoon the
Gestapo had assembled some 2,200
students and more than eighty university teachers and professors — in
fact as many as they had been able
to lay their hands on. They were
taken to the Aula where they were
forced to listen to a violent speech
by the German Gestapo chief, Rediess. The contents of the speech
was that the university would be
closed until further notice.
The
male students would be deported to

concentration camps in Germany.
The women students were to proceed immediately to their homes
and report to the local police. They
were forbidden to leave their home
towns without a police permit.
Loyal students (quislings) would

have

their freedom

and

could re-

sume their work.
Many of the students had been
warned by loyal policemen that the
hunt would start. Thus many of

them were ready to go into hiding.
They escaped into the surrounding

of 1933.

and tried to cross the frontier into

Later on a couple of quis-

lings were caught selling musical in-
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woods.
Sweden,

Others
and

About

1,500 students were arrested

and of them 650 were deported to
Germany.
The
prisoners
were
shipped from the port of Larvik, a
town in the southern part of Norway, in great secrecy to avoid any
demonstration.
About 650 students were in SS
camps in Germany.
‘They were
forced to wear the hated uniforms
of SS cadets. They were drilled and
lectured to by SS instructors. The
aim was to break their spirit. But
it was

not

broken,

not

more

went
some

farther afield
of

them

suc-

than

the spirit of the Norwegian teachers
was broken by the mental and physical torture to which they were sub
jected by German SS men in the

spring of 1942.

The students did their duty. They
lifted their voice in strong protest
when they were asked to compromise their spiritual heritage. They
do not want to be praised as an
“elite” of Norwegian youth. They
fought alongside all other sections
of the nation, the aged and the
young. ‘They chose the narrow path

of conscience and honor.

oe
BIKINI
In fumes and torrents,
Flames and ocean rose
To Heaven’s Door
In mortal’s reach for God;

With wingless bodies,
Fish and serpent soared
To greet their Maker,
Knew Him not in death;
All fathom’s foam,

In 'mad unfurling fire,
A mushroom magnus,
Sought to touch His Gate,
Raised

brine and

brimstone,

Loaned by those who dwell

In atom’s birthplace,
Science seers of Hell.

Lubbe Fire,” in memory of the prin-

cipal accused in the Reichstag Fire

ceeded.
For two days and nights
the Germans continued their hunt.

—RayMonp

W. Tosias

GRANITE

PROFESSION ?

GHOULS

Profession? I have none...
Except I roam from sun to sun...
North and south .. . east and west...
I cannot say which I like best ...
Mortal I? Well! A ... spirit more the name...
I’m changeable . . . impossible to tame.
I’ve made men’s lives . . . destroyed them, too.
They’ve liked me for the work I’d do...
And then, if mood of mine I’d change,

‘They'd curse . . . it seems so strange!
I’ve traveled many million miles . .
I’ve brought to earth a share of smiles.

I’ve lived so many million years...
Regretfully I say I’ve caused more tears.
My strength is great, my name well-known.
There is nothing I can say I own...

No palace, hut, or kingly hall...
And yet, I’ve visited them all.
I’ve flown the planes and driven ships

On business, or on pleasure trips.

Not Summer,

no nor Winter, Spring, nor Fall

Shall see them leave the church yard,
Marble marks of stone, each night alone,

They press their weary weight upon the sod,
At peace with God, now haughty and erect,
Now rakish, tilting too, as if they found
Some hidden voice beneath the molded ground;
From far below, the tresses of the dead

Will leave the head to meet the grassy roots,
And, interlocking, form a silent tryst
Of friendliness, unequaled but in death;
And crippled limbs and beauty’s bounty too
Disintegrate beneath each granite ghoul,
Famed bodies there of President and fool
Return to dust, devoid of lust and power,
Beneath a wilting flower they ever rest,
Though souls be damned or blessed, upon each breast,
At last they topple, hewn and heavy done,
These marble markers, sentinels of stone.

I’ve piloted unnumbered clouds,
I’ve waved all nations’ banners proud .. .

—Raymonp

Who am I who has been blessed . . .and . . . sinned?
Most folks just call me the wind.

4

—N. D. HELLwic
*
To

*

*

1 wished for a great car of unimangined speed .. .
For beauteous horses and a silver mounted rifle. . .
And ... oh, a million dollars to buy a million trifles.
made

Tostas

a

JANUARY

The snow is white—the clouds are gray

WISHING
ROTC Trainees

When I was but a boy ... oh, very small indeed...

A mountain

me

W.

of chocolate or a lake of lemonade,

What more could one ask of a cold winter day?
Smoke rolls from out chimneys o’er all the small town,
Bundled children walk up hill, then gaily slide down.
Though summer is glorious, like all else it goes.
We do like the sunshine; yet we’re glad when it snows.
When home-fires are bright, and all are right merry,
We welcome the coldness of each January.

An isle where soap and water were easy to evade...

—ApA

Maer CarTER

Then later on I wished for things that would do my
work for me

*

Like self-dividing numerals . . . or memory pills for
history.

Then high school days came like the rest .. .
And with them, too, came a request . . . with proms,
and games,
And movies . . . gee!
At least one way there ought to be to get that dream
to look at me.
Then college days were khaki days ... here comes another wish of mine!
For some tireless, pleasant way to get this doggone

brass to shine.
—N.

D. HELLwic

*

*

TOUCHDOWN

The football sailed acress the field
In a swiftly soaring lateral pass;
Young Tim jumped high, and with Joe for shield
Set out with the ball across the grass.

His team-mates yelled; the way was clear;
The stands rose up with a tumultuous roar
As he raced between those goals—without fear—
Then awoke, as he plunged from his bed to the floor.
—SisterR M.

Pau.
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JACK JONES

War I opened at Paris January 25, 1919. Mrs. O’Leary’s

JANUARY

the ancient Romans named this month, the

first of the year in our calendar, they called it January
in honor of their diety, Janus. Janus was their god of
beginnings. He is represented on coins as having two
faces, one looking forward and one looking backward.
His temple consisted simply of a short hallway with
gates at either end which were closed only in time of
peace and his blessing was convoked at the beginning
of every meeting.
It is appropriate, therefore, that a number of important men and incidents had their beginning in this
month of beginnings. Three of our presidents could
call January the month of their birth. Millard Fillmore, the thirteenth president, was born on January
7,

1800.

January

William

29,

McKinley,

a native

1843 as his birthday

Ohio,

had

and, of course,

of

our

late Chief Executive, Franklin D. Roosevelt, was born

on January 30, 1882. South of the Mason-Dixon Line,
January 19 is a legal holiday since it was on that day
in 1807 that General Robert E. Lee was born. Another
great Confederate General, Stonewall Jackson called
January 21, 1824 his birthday. Three other great Americans were born in this month. Alexander Hamilton
and Ben Franklin, guiding lights of the early days of
the Union and Daniel Webster the great orator. Their

birthdays are Jan. 11, 1757, Jan. 17, 1706 and Jan. 18,
1782 respectively.

cow went down in history when she kicked over the
lantern and started the great Chicago fire on January

28, 1867.

Yes, January has been marked by important events
in the world. Who knows what may be added to the
list in the years to come?
—C.K.B.
*

*

*

KILROY

At last someone has appeared who can challenge
the right of John Doe to be the typical American citizen. Until now, there has been no competition. John
Doe or his wife, Mary, has been the only one who can
write checks, answer questionnaires and fill out forms
correctly. He has been the standard by which other
mortals were judged and his signature is better known
than

that

of

John

Hancock.

Now,

roy.

to behold.

Service

in

the

Atlantic,

style, he has left his name wherever

status either.

Page

‘The Peace Conference at the end of World

twelve

the

Pacific,

a

Asia,

Australia, Africa, Europe, South America and North
America was as nothing to him. He found opportunity
to ride in every imaginable type of vehicle and conveyance. Kilroy is quite a traveler, too. In true American

Union this month. Georgia entered January 2, 1788;
Michigan, January 26, 1837; Kansas January 29, 1861,
and Utah, January 4, 1896.

8, 1815 and the War with Mexico began on January

comes

Certainly no one has better qualifications than KilAs a serviceman, his tour of duty was something

his wanderings are quite amazing.

January has had its share of important events, too.
Peace was finally concluded between England and the
young United States January 14, 1784. Louisiana was
purchased from Napoleon and the French on the last
day of January, 1803. The British were defeated by
General Andrew Jackson at New Orleans on January

at last,

challenge to his superiority, that world traveler, Kilroy.

Our flag would be four stars less if it were not for
January since four states received admittance into the

13, 1846.

Mooney

he has been,

and

It didn’t take Kilroy very long to convert to civilian
Within

a few short weeks, his fame had

spread abroad the land and he continued to wander on

trains, busses,
and gone.

cars

and _ streetcars.

Kilroy

had

come

If Kilroy is accepted as the typical American, this
point must be considered. There will probably be no
long-winded after dinner speeches from him. No indeed, he is much too busy for that. He will probably

just leave his card, “Kilroy was here.”

—C.K.B.

JUNE

IN FEBRUARY

There was a time way back in the dim distant
past before accelerated programs when there were no
February Freshmen or February graduates. Everyone
began the school year in September and ended in June.
In this one respect, at least, life was much simpler.
Now things are different. Thanks to Summer
School, interrupted periods spent with Uncle Sam and
general acceleration, there are a number of students
who will receive, theoretically at least, their sheepskins
at the end of this first semester. For them, school life
at U.D. is finished. At the other end of the scale, this

year’s crop of February Freshmen is getting ready to
take a fling at college. They will soon find that it is a
long road to a college degree.
Yes, the first of February will mark the end of life
at U.D. for some and the beginning for others. For the
most

of us, however,

it is just a hiatus, ‘the pause

to

refresh’ after which we return to another semester of
work. We can stand back and see what we did the

If they are right, only disaster can result. America
is now at the crossroads. As the chief naval power, the
only nation with available financial resources, the possessor of the greatest industrial system in the world and
the only known owner of the atomic bomb, she has
vast and overwhelming responsibilites. Committed more
deeply than ever to certain international policies and
organizations, she has obligations which must be fulfilled in good faith. Even more, the United States of
America is considered by most of the world to be the
standard bearer of democracy—at least the Western
variety. By America’s success or failure, the merits of
democracy will be judged.
In the face of all this, only an active, vigorous
policy can be pursued if disaster is to be avoided. World
conditions will not stand idly by until the presidential
elections of 1948. ‘They must be met and dealt with
day by day and month by month. This can be done
only if all branches of the government and all parties
co-operate to the greatest extent. On their action hangs

much of democracy, and the whole world is watching
to see what happens.

—C.K.B.

first half of the year and then plunge back in with re-

oS

newed vigor, perhaps resolved to work a little harder.

After all, the school year is only half finished and it
is a long time till next June.
*
ON

*

CAPITOL

—C.K.B.
*
HILL

The attention of thousands of people throughout

the world will be focused on Capitol Hill in Washing-

ton for the next several months. They will be watching to see if American democracy has the vitality and
flexibility to accept the challenge which now confronts
Et,

Last November when a clearly Republican Congress was elected, many observers and so-called experts
were quick to view the future in a most somber manner.
They pointed to past experience which seems to bear
them out. When the legislative and administrative
branches of our government have been of different political faiths, the results have not been encouraging.
Vetoes and corresponding legislative action or inaction
have been common with the net result that no important legislation of any sort is enacted during such a
period. At best it is inertia; at worst, anarchy. ‘hat is
what is being predicted by some.

Meee

ANNOUNCEMENT
The following announcement was received by the
Exponent from the office of the Catholic Digest in
St. Paul, Minn. The 1947 annual short story contest
conducted under the Literary Awards Foundation of
the Catholic Press Association is open and will close
March 31, 1947. ‘The prizes are: 150, 125, 100, 75 and
50 dollars, respectively for the five prizes. Length must
not exceed 4,000 words.

Here are six rules.

1. The contest is open to all Catholic writers and
they may submit as many manuscripts as they please.
2. Stories may deal with any themes not repugnant
to Christian doctrine or morals. Religious themes are
not essential.

3. All manuscripts must be submitted to: Contest
Chairman, Catholic Press Association, Box 389, Daven-

port, Iowa.
4. All entries must be postmarked
midnight, March 31, 1947.

no later than

5. The prize-winning stories become the property
of the Catholic Press Association.
6.
spaced,
with a
address
corner

All manuscripts must be typewritten, doubleon sheets 8¥2 by 11 inches, and accompanied
self-addressed stamped envelope. The name and
of entrant must appear in the upper left-hand
of the manuscript.
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WOMEN’S
SLACKS

OR

WOOLIES

FOR

THE

COED

Recently the coeds at the University of Michigan
requested of their student council that they be permitted to wear slacks on the campus. They stated that
with the coming of winter weather they were afraid
their hose would not be sufficient to protect them from

the cold wintry blasts and that illness might
from the cold and exposure.

result

ed in such a manner and there is little to prove that
actual illness or harm resulted from such exposure.
The use of slacks as part of woman’s apparel came
into prominence during the recent war. It was very

convenient that women wear slacks when engaged in
certain occupations in various industries. Usually those
jobs were those held by men and to which the men

have now returned. Prior to this their use had not
been so general. Soon, however, their use crept into
fashion as did boby socks and sloppy Joe sweaters. This
use became so general that many schools found it. nec-

Perhaps

one reason for the ban was that the young men were
returning to the class rooms and it was not proper
for slacks to be worn there. Also many of the young
ladies had become careless and exceedingly untidy. Perhaps the opinion of the public had some effect.
Is this ban justified? In the opinion of some it
may not be for it takes away the so-called freedom that
we Americans say is ours. However, as is so often the
case, when a fad or fashion overruns the bounds of

common sense, those in authority find it necessary to
limit this so-called freedom.

question

any definite
Page fourteen

can be argued

conclusions

E.

McGarry

school is justified because the student was not wearing
her slacks against the elements but it was becoming
her class room dress. Cold and exposure were forgotten
when she dressed for the social evening. If slacks are
necessary for protection from the cold during the day,
certainly their use is just as necessary or even more so
in the evening.

cause a few could not or would not appear in public
dressed as the public considers correct for those in
schools of higher learning. I know of no elementary
schools

that allow

slacks

in the

classroom.

However,

just recently a Chicago school made the news because
its students were striking for permission to wear slacks.

They also wanted a football team.
Are slacks practical in the classroom?

As far as

I can see there is no reason for them to be worn. They
are excellent as a protection against the cold and if
there were some way that they could be worn as a
youngster wears leggings, perhaps the problem would be
solved. As yet fashion has devised no such way so the
college student is asked to suffer as does her various
instructors or the women in business. Surely she is no
more frail or delicate than they.
Do the students themselves feel the use of slacks
should be permitted? Here I am unable to give accurate statistics but on the whole I don’t believe they
do. I do know that many of the male students are
definitely against them. In some schools they have
been permitted during the day, but from the dinner
hour on the wearing is taboo. This is a hardship on
those students who are unable to return to their rooms
or their homes at any period during the day.
The University of Dayton is definitely not in favor
of slacks and certainly it is more than justified in its

Is the school justified in making such restrictions?
This

. Rira

As for the ban itself, it was probably made be-

There is no doubt in one’s mind that their hose
or the absolute lack of hose are not the best covering
against the cold, but women for many years have dress-

essary to ban the use of them on the campus.

EDITOR

until Doomsday

being

reached.

without

I feel the

stand. Perhaps in schools for women only and in those
run on the more progressive scale they are allowed. Al-

though I wonder, if the opinion of the faculty were

asked, just what the reaction would be. I am certain
that the students would be the first to criticize if the
female faculty members appeared in slacks in the classroom. And after all aren’t they just as susceptible to
the cold and affected just the same by the weather as
the students?
I am not arguing against the wearing of slacks because I know there are places where their wearing is
almost essential; however, I am saying that one of
these places is not the college classroom.
—MarcareT

*
FOREVER

BIssELL

Pee
FOOTBALL

Have you ever tried to play a football game in your
living room? Now realizing, of course, that one hundred yards of space is needed for the sport and that
the average living room does not meet this requirement,
one might be confused by this question. However, the
kind of play that I mean does not require a field,
twenty-two players or even a ball. It requires just two
men with a common desire to “talk” a game.

My father is quite a football fan, likewise the BY.
(boy
they
enjoy
after

friend). Practically every week-end in the fall
and my mother and I go to a game, and I always
it as much as the others. However, arriving home
the game we just get settled comfortably in the

living room when the two men begin: “Well, wasn’t

that a good kick Joe Brown made? . . . Did you see
those ends floating? . . . No blocking . . . Boys are out
of condition” ... and so on far into the night. Of
course long ago I (and Mother) learned that even a
clever change of subject is to no avail, for within five
minutes the subject has again reverted to the game and
“play is resumed.”

SCHOOL

SPIRIT

AGAIN

During the fall the student body was bombarded
weekly with the words, “Get that schol spirit.” The
message reached us through the medium of the loudspeakers or the more subtle means of the editorials in
the campus publications. To these speakers and writers there was no legitimate excuse for not “getting that
spirit.”

When I was in high school I was among the loudest rooters at every football and basketball game. ‘The
actual game interested me as much as the turmoil of
the crowds at Third and Main after the game. Then I
graduated and was out of school. A year of work preceded my entrance into college and by that time I

settled down to a more peaceful state of mind.

Many

students on the campus have probably had the same
experience, consequently they don’t get any kick out
of rowdyism or irrelevant phases of school life.
It is recognized that the predominant group in this
college are the ex-servicemen. The majority of them
were in the service for thtee or four years, many of
them in actual combat. War is not any fun and these
men are certainly going to have a more mature view
of college life than the much younger high school
graduates. They are in college to learn something; they

have been out of school for a number of years and they

have to work hard for what they get. Their subsistence
check did not pay for a six- or seven-dollar football
game, which seems to be proof of the existence of

school spirit to our yelling friends.
School spirit can be present when it is not yelled
or sung in the aroma of the “spirits” bottle. It certainly does not have to be shouted from the housetops.
—AuprEY FINKE

Then, too, we have tried flouncing out of the
room in a most obvious manner, but this does not even

cause a pause. Perhaps this would not be such an injury to our pride, if when we entered the conversation,
our contributions were not regarded as mere female

whims. So at the present we have resigned ourselves
to the fact that we just don’t rate during the football
season.

Don’t misunderstand me. I love football. I am
glad, however, that my conversation topics are varied
while that of the “men in my life” are forever football.
—GtoriA BusHBAUM
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THE

SYMPHONIES

OF

HAYDN

alism of certain “more modern
works” has blinded the annotator
to the existence of joy and surprise
as manifestations of emotion.
I

@ By BerNnarp Doopy

must also add that where I speak
The writer disagrees with the program annotator.
When the program annotator ot
the Dayton Philharmonic Orchestra
states that the symphonies of Haydn
are quite different from those of his
successors, he is telling us something
that is fairly obvious. But when he
continues to explain the differences,
he begins to touch on things which

ber orchestra, by Beethoven with a
string quartet, by Schubert with a
voice, or by Mahler with soloists,
chorus,

and

an augmented

modern

orchestra.

are not obvious; in fact, they are not

even evident. Anyone who understands the music of Haydn cannot
read those statements without being first shocked, and then appalled.
The Haydn symphony, he says,
“was infinitely less complicated in
scoring, narrower in its dynamic and
emotional range, and in every aspect
less exacting.”
A mere glance at either the score
or the orchestra will show that the
scoring is less complicated. If “dynamic” refers to physical expression,

then

we

are

still

in accord,

since it follows from the preceding
statement that the dynamic range
is narrower.
But when the annotator savs that the emotional range
is narrower and that the composition
is in every respect less exacting, I
must protest.
“We

cannot

find here,”

accord-

ing to him, “the emotional ferment
which agitates the larger and more
modern works.”

In other words, he

is making the emotional pulse of a
piece of music a function of the
number of pages, the size of the orchestra and the complexity of the
tonality. Since he chooses for contrast a Brahms symphony, I will say
that in all the sounding brass, straining strings and pounding drums of
the opening of Brahms’ First there
is less profound portent than there
is in the four simple strands of the
opening of Shubert’s Quartet, Op.
29. Emotion is the motivating force

which

decides

how

the composer

shall use his medium, and a_particular tension is translated with
equal force by Haydn with a chamPage sixteen

of surprise, I refer to things of much
more import than the commonplace
detail which is responsible for the
name given to the symphony No.
ot.
It is not necessary to say anything
about the place to look for these
dramatic surprises beyond this: Any
mature Haydn work contains almost
as many surprises as there are measures. ‘T’he countless unexpected variations in tonality, rhythm, orchestration,

tempo,

etc., make

it impos-

sible to predict what will follow,
yet after the initial surprise,
finds that the startling detail
perfectly logical sequel to what
proceded.
Nor does the fact that Haydn’s
profound experiences are crystalized
in the most delicate and formal patterns detract in any form from their
intensity.
‘The impassioned outburst in the slow movement of the
No. 80 carries all the movement of
the trombone proclamations in the
first movement of Tschaikowsky’s
Sixth.
This vehemence is heard
later in the introduction and the
slow

movement

of No.

98, and

in

the slow movement of No. 104. In
the introduction to No. 104 there
is breathtaking suspense as each successive measure brings forth a new
dramatic surprise culminating in the
stabbing poignancy of the oboe’s
entrance. ‘The slow movement of
No. 99 is another succession of powerfully moving marvels.
As early as the finale of No. 67
there is a short preview of the sheer
power which manifests itself more
fully in the finales of No. 100 and
No. 104.
But

even

if the

are not at once

darker

apparent,

feelings
one

can-

not fail to notice the most obvious
expression of Haydn’s emotion: his
effervescent good humor.
Only in
Mozart is Haydn equalled in his
amazing brilliance and subtlety of
wit.

And

yet

it is

said

that

the

row.

Perhaps the rampant emotion-

Haydn symphony is emotionally nar-

and
one
is a
has

The high spirits are likewise present in all his works. Some of the
finest examples of that effervescent
wit are the finales of No. 80 and No.
92, while in the third movement

of

No. 98 there is a vigorous, rustic
humor curiously prophetic of Beethoven.
The

point that

I have

tried

to

make, then, is that the forces which

impelled Haydn to write his music
were as powerful as those which motivated later composers, and_ that
Haydn’s expression in his medium
remains just as effective as that put
into larger media by his successors.
Anyone, therefore who hears in a
Haydn
symphony
nothing more
than “something singularly refreshing and relaxing in the sweet simplicity, the fine direct line, the firm
symmetrical contours of the music”
is missing the point, and could just
as well be getting that much from
Strauss waltzes.
That a professional musical schol-

ar should have failed to perceive the
greatness of Haydn is unfortunate;
that the erroneous statements derived from that failure should be
promulgated to an entire audience
is more unfortunate. It is to be

hoped that the next programming
of a Haydn spmphony need not be
accompanied by a patronizing apology.

Father: “Ah, shet up.” (The father

CONDENSATION

A CONDENSED

was not talkative.)

Mother: ““There’s pig’s feet and sauer kraut in the icebox. Fix your

® By Joun P. McHucu

American

Satirical of modern

ways.

In America we condense the
cow’s milk and the chicken’s eggs.

It saves space and time. This Period
of Condensation which is upon us
must be met with full vigor. A wait-

er writes a book and before he has

his revenues and royalties from the
someone has condensed it. They
are condensing anything and everything these days. I say that since the
Age of Condensation is upon us, we
must fully realize what is happening
and just what we as individuals can
do to aid this splendid literary awakening.
It occurred to me that while most
people read the condensed versions

and _ pseudo-historical

novels

of

first, then

works

the writer

should

draft the condensed version and
when he is assurred by the treasurer
Club,
of the Book-of-the-Month
should
he
ure,
literat
is
that his book

write the unabridged edition. Actually that method would save so

much time and let the hurrying
public keep up with the latest literary fads.

Since I have so much faith in this
e

of

literature,

I

I humbly

volunteer

to

write the first Condensed Biograph-

ask

the

reader’s pa-

tience, if this version is too long for

complete
ting.

consumption

The

truth

at one sit-

of the matter

is

that this is actually the condensation of the Condensed Version. Author’s note.

presto!

Club,

Book-of-the-Month

own dinner.”
Vladimir: “Tl cry.”
Father: “Do and I'll beat your brain

*

*

*

Title. Vladimir.

Vladimir: “But I’m hungry.”

complete

title will be given in the unabridged
edition. )
Author. ... gh. (The author’s
complete name will also be given.)
CHAPTER

|

Like most things or people, Vladimor was born. ‘This occurrence was
entirely conventional.
CHAPTER

Our hero was so named in honor

of a great uncle Vladimir, who came
over from Russia in the coat of a
visiting Communist.
‘The parents
of Vladimir were young and gay.
To his mother, Vladimir was more
a nuisance than a blessing. Yes,
there were more interesting things
to do than listen to the tearful
weeping of her baby roach.

Early in life, Vladimir learned to

This, I hope, will point

state publicly that I am one of the

has remained very vivid. I shall re-

the way to many of the more hesitant scribes. Not that I presume to
few God has chosen to enlighten
the public. Far be it from me to
call myself a writer, but Miss Wind-

sor wrote a successful novel and no

one has ever called her a writer.
Miss Windsor should be one of the
first to subscribe to the Condensed
Version Movement. Just think of

the time wasted, paging through her

voluminous novel attempting to
find the more inflammable phases
of

her

heroine’s

career.

After

all,

time is a major object today. With
subways increasing the speed of
transportation, few people find time
to really digest a long book.

recall one incident, which somehow

late it to you just as Vladimir told
it to me.
Scene:
The home of Vladimir.
There is a noisy crowd. Somewhere in that brown herd are the
parents of our youthful hero. Valdimir speaks:

“Mother

I want

something

to

eat.”
Mother: “Ah, shet up. Didn't I
feed ya last week.”
Vladimir: “Yes, but that dog food

is stale.
ment.”

I wants

Mother: “Here, drink some of this
beer. Then shet up.”
Vladimir: “Not unless I gets a pretBeh”
|
Father: “OK.
the bottle
through.”

Now
back

CHAPTER

shet up. Pass
when you're
3

Vladimir passed back the bottle.
CHAPTER 4

2

fend for himself. Tears would gush
and gurgle from his eyes as he narrated the story of his childhood. I

ical Novel.

little roach. Make like a bug and
flit.’ (The father could be talkative. )

Mother: “Yeah.”

*

(The

cell out.”
Vladimir: “Please papa, I have more
than one.”
Father: “You're an exception, you

solid nourish-

Vladimir grew and grew, till one
day, as the clock struck twelve, he
became a man, and therefore free

to choose his way in life.

The

CHAPTER 5
parents of Vladimir

shot by Vladimir.
Author’s Note.

Here

we

were
pause

and stretch or smoke, either is per-

missible. This book has the blessings of the Condensed Version of
BoftheMC.

CHAPTER 6
Escaping the clutches of the law,
Vladimir retired from the active life
and entered college. Finishing his

prescribed courses, he took a position as instructor of mathematics.
CHAPTER 7
The students walked out of his
classes slowly at first, but later in a
cascading onrush.
CHAPTER 8
Vladimir died of a broken heart.

CHAPTER 9 OR EPILOGUE
There is a moral to this tale of

horror and mistaken youth. However, that will be given in the unabridged edition.
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FRESHMAN
TO

WOMEN

LOVE-HONOR-OR

In a humorous

mean a thing. There’s something
about a rural atmosphere that adds
even to her sophistication. She has
a certain something that turns

PERISH!

heads, whether it’s her attractive
ways, or her “Send me, Mr. Jack-

vein.

® By Bos UNcER
A

Freshman

woman’s

heart, like

the moon, is always changing, and,
if you look sharp, you can find a
man in both of them. This is es-

pecially

true

during

the

“eager”

period when the lads and lassies are
participating in the blind-date, hangar-dance, open-house routine. Until the first few months of college
have worn away, it is easy for the
frosh lovelies and even the not-solovelies to be dated weeks in advance and find a new potential
BMOC twice weekly.
The new coed’s popularity really
never gets the acid test until the
Christmas parties have arrived on
the scene. ‘The winter formals are
usually the party-of-the-year with
the males, and the women

that rate

these are the ones with “pfff-t.” The
freshman flash was introduced to
college by a swirl of dates and men
will either read her name in the
gossip columns of the U.D. publications or she can safely assume
that she crashed the “Sophomore
Slump” group one semester early.
Except for occasional dates—here

she will stay until the junior-senior
steady.
Though most of the young-uns
will find fairly steady pursuers even
after Christmas vacation, some may
soon begin to notice that their fun
sessions become more and more allfeminine as they sit home weekends swapping stories on “The Saga
of the Hunt”. The “Hunt” is (but
natch, fella, natch) the man hunt.
If the conversation is not mapping
a series of strategies to hook some
freshman Joes with whom they are
entangled (or hope to be), the evening’s session will be devoted to the
cute high school football stars of

whom no one has ever heard. This
falls into the various face-saving devices devised by the University’s
fairer sex.
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For the past several years when

men were as scarce as seals in the

fishpond, it was easy to explain
week-ends because “My man is in
the service”. As things return to
normal and the number of skirts
and slacks draw close to being equal
(of course slacks do not always have

a man

in them, but from the latest

Gallup poll
least nine of
appearing on
be many girls
to pull wool
the dateless
used

are:

there were men in at
every ten pair of slacks
the street), there will
who will have to learn
to save their face on
week-ends. Methods

week-end

with

the

folks,

splitting headache; quiz week or
term paper, among others.
Of

course,

there

is

no

real

need

for

face-saving techniques if her other
techniques are better and she is able

to keep both her stories and stock-

ing seams straight at the same time.
At a fleeting glance the collective
Freshman coed is a great institution.
There is something _ particularly
sparkling and refreshing about her.
Suppose she still does have that
high school senior complex? Give
her a chance—or two or three—and
under your expert coaching you may
be able to mold her into something
highly desirable if your bankbook
can stand the strain. Chances are
she will be considered “upstate” before you get out of the sticks and
discover how it was that she left you
so far behind.
We'll have to admit that freshmen women seem to have that de-

ceptively sweet air about them, one
way

or

another.

It’s

either

the

“Lana Turner” type, “Little Sister”,
or the “Conversationalist.”

‘ Lets consider Lana Turner’s pro-

totype first, and again we say, who

isn’t willing. The fact that this hit
or miss may come from a city of

small dimensions very often doesn’t

son” look. There’s a halo around
her head, stars in your eyes, and
sweetheart, you'll think of her always—until she starts dating your
room-mate. Perhaps it’s her loving
personality that winds you up for
a long throw around first base. Again
it may be her soft flowing tresses
that fascinate you after you’ve taken
her home. She'll be your dream girl
for the evening, and longer, if you
have a car and are a good dancer.

‘Then there’s the “Little Sister”
type. You call for her at her house
before stepping out to a movie. She
stays on upstairs wasting away time
so you won't think you're the only
man in her life, which you are. This
is foolish, because you know what
she’s thinking, and you know what
youre thinking. After the proper
interval has elapsed, she descends to
your level, decked out in loud sweater, plaid skirt well pleated, argyle
sox and dirty saddles.

After sitting through a picture
starring Van Johnson, the only word
in her vocabulary is “spellbound,”
which dates back to the eighth
grade.
Admiring simplicity, you
take her home and let someone put
her to bed where she belongs. It
is a known fact that growing children need lots of sleep.
Third and last is the “Conversationalist.” Don’t try to argue with
her because she can quote census
reports, financial income, social security refunds and the price of eggs
in Denmark for the past 25 years.
Not to mention the classics, boogie
woogie, swing and jazz. She can
lead you up to the big point and
then

starting

from

scratch,

prove

every one of your statements wrong.
The trouble is, you know you're
wrong,

too.

There are seven ways to judge a
woman. Pessimistically, we lay out

the following points:

1. Ambition: To get married, although she considers it more suave
(Continued on Page 22)

Student Essays. . I DON’T

LIKE

IT

There are many things that I
don’t like. Oatmeal for breakfast;
hamburgers without onions; _ girls
who giggle; fish that refuse to bite
and

beer,

not

in

excess

of

three

point two are a few of my dislikes.
These, however, are minor things
and can be avoided.
Writing compositions is one my
“don’tenest” “don’t likes” and un-

like most of the others it cannot be
avoided. Every Friday, rain or shine,
comes a man who must have his
composition. I wonder if he realizes
the sorrow, the hardships and the
despair that he has caused by his
insistence.
I am just a poor boy, trying to
get along. I think college is a fine
thing for me, so I enlist. I am mistaken. If I go to college I must
take English and if I take English
I must write compositions. I know,
I take English.

Now some people may like to
write these compositions. Why, I
don’t know? To me they are a head-

ache, a nightmare, a something that
should not happen to a dog. They
must be made up of two hundred
words. I can’t count that high. They
must be written in ink or “banged”
out on a typewriter. Ink is too expensive; typewriters are too complicated. They must be written in
good English. I am Scotch-Irish.
Last but not least, they must be
ready by Friday afternoon. This is
Friday afternoon.
What shall I do? Shall I quit
school? I am tottering on the brink
of a complete breakdown. I am
speechless. I am compositionless.
Or am I? This is a composition.
This is written in English or at least
in pretty good Scotch-Irish. This is
ink that I am using. This is Friday
afternoon. I shall give it to the man

who

must

have

his

composition.

May he rest in peace.
—R. E. CAMPBELL

SPARKPLUG COWBOYS
There is an old adage that states
that alcohol and gasoline do not
mix. It is also apparent that gasoline and courtesy do not mix. Did
you ever notice the complete change
that comes over people when they
get behind a steering wheel? There
is usually a complete metamorphosis from Caspar Milquetoast to Barney Oldfield.

Practically every one knows

the

person who pulls up next to you at
the stop light, looks at your car,
sneers, and guns his motor. Then
he looks at you, changes his sneer
to a look of contempt, and guns his
motor again. I have seen grand-

mothers accept

this

challenge

to

race; to refuse would be a breach of

the carbon monoxide code of honor.
Next are the fellows who imagine
themselves to be another Tom Harmon or Glen Davis, and practice
broken field running with their cars
by dodging in and out of traffic.
This type of courageous moron

made excellent K.P. pushers.
I almost forgot the polite type.
This person is really considerate.
When he stops it is so sudden you
stand up and when he starts the
momentum drives you back to your
seat. This bouncing up and down
is very good for the leg muscles.
These are just a few of the “spark
plug
cowboys”
who
roam_
the
streets. I could list many more but
I have just got time to get out the
old jalopy and scare the wits out of
a few pedestrians before bedtime.
—Jim Percy
We
&
JUVENILE DELINQUENCY
Juvenile delinquents are like mosquitos.
Somewhere, sometime I
heard this comparison. It has remained vividly entrenched in my
memory, possibly because of its
nearness to me personally. I shall
endeavor to tell what my opening
statement means.

Mosquitos are destroyed at their
breeding locales. When science revealed that malaria and yellow fever
are spread by the mosquito people
began a campaign to kill the mosquitos. This, however, produced
no satisfying results. Finally oil was
spread over the swamps and in a
few years malaria was on the decline.

Juvenile delinquency must be prevented at its origin, and this is not
an easy job. The home is the delinquents first dwelling place.
Through the home we must start

our program.
Paul was sentenced to life imprisonment. ‘The charge was murder.
Going back through Paul’s life we
find many things to note. He was
born of poor parents as many of us
are. His father died shortly after his
birth. His mother worked hard and
long to keep her family together.
Living in a squalid part of town
Paul met bad companions. At the
age of fifteen he was sentenced to

the State Reform School. When he
was released he reverted to his old
habits. Crime had permeated his

soul.

Finally he killed a man dur-

ing a hold-up, and his life was
ruined.
It is the duty of the public to actuate the city, state and federal officials to curb juvenile delinquency.
Fundamentally this is the parents’
problem. Parents who realize the
gravity of the situation take the
proper preventive measures with
their own children.
But outside
guidance is needed for the children
of irresponsible parents and broken
homes. Many organizations have
fostered plans to help these unfortunate

children,

but

there

are

too

few such organizations. Help
is
needed from me and from millions
like me, and government funds are
needed also. Many potential Pauls
are growing up today. Come on Mr.
and Mrs. America, we have a tough

job ahead of us. —KarL WEIMER
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PITFALLS

IN EDUCATION

atmosphere as this, not necessarily
hostile but where the conspiracy of
silence is more effective than direct

@ By Cuar_tes SEAMAN

attack, is bound, within a short
time, to adopt either one of two at-

The writer sounds a warning.

thing as religion, then one form is
as good as another, and it is intend-

titudes: First, if there is any such

During the Christmas holidays, I
had occasion to spend a few hours
in the company of a former graduate
of

U.D.,

well-known

to

and

well-

seen by the faculty and senior stu-

dents of some years back, and who

is now working towards a master
degree in a famous Graduate School
in the East.

Naturally, our meeting, unexpected though it was, proved to be a
very happy one. After we had talked over recent happenings here at
the school since his departure, I

was curious to ask him about the
attitude of his University in regard
to the much mooted question of
religion. Well, that question took

him a bit by surprise, but he was
prepared to give me a pretty decisive
answer.
“Charlie,” he said, “the head men

of this institution very probably profess some sort of religion, something
of the non-descript variety, but some
members of the faculty whom I
have the misfortune to have as professors, are, to all intents and pur-

poses, without any religious belief
whatsoever.
They are admittedly
godless. To my way of thinking, it

is a crime that they should lecture
at all, for I judge it impossible
any man to be absolutely neutral
questions touching either God
religion in general. Either he

for
in
or
be-

Brothers and Sisters, who follow the
same courses as I, are entirely overlooked when there are any open discussions. It is just as if they didn’t
exist. It seems to me that these
profs are clever enough to realize
how easily these persons who openly profess revealed religion and the
one true faith, could show them up

in the shallowness

of their argu-

ments, that they deem it the wiser
policy not to enter into any open
discussion with them. It is true
once more that discretion is the better part of valor. But that is acting pretty much like the proverbial
ostrich with its head in the sand;
or, in other words, trying to solve a

problem by ignoring it completely.
I leave it to you to judge whether
this is in keeping with professional
ethics or not.
“So, Charlie, you understand the
situation, and you will readily see

the utmost importance of a serious
religious

training

on

the

part

of

Catholic students coming to a place
like this. Any one, either ignorant,
weak or indifferent in matters pertaining to his religion, in such an

ed for the weak and shallow-minded;

secondly, among
elite, religion is but
imagination and, in
the best logic, had
altogether.”

To be fair, I realize that this very
frank statement on the part of a
young fellow about my own age,
does not necessarily tell the whole
or the exact story, but it does set
me a-thinking, for it certainly contains more. than a mere grain of
truth. I know full well that this
friend of mine is no fool; if he were,

he would not be where he is. He
has brains and is making a fine record for himself.

However, I leave it

to my

fellow-students

Catholic

n’t, and that is bound

to be reflect-

ed in what he says and does. Yes,
for the most part, they are clever individuals, intellectual and keen, but
these very qualities, good in themselves, serve only to render more
sinister their influence on those obliged to listen to them. For myself,

I can truly say that, were it not for

regards the attitude of at least some
of our great State universities in regard to religion; then, as regards the
importance and absolute necessity of
solid religion courses in private institutions, such as ours here at U.D.

What is to be done about it?

self. Go to State universities for
higher learning? If you do, be prepared in advance by due instruction
and constant daily practice of it for
any

attack,

direct

or indirect,

that

will be launched against your Catholic faith.

And,

by

all means,

be-

ware of that insidious weapon called,
the conspiracy of silence!
Kish

ee

COURAGE—REVERSED
I have seen the stars

On a wintry night
Look down on the earth

And wink without fright
At the white’haired

monster.

I have seen the snow
On a wintry night

the pretty complete and solid religi-

Gaze up at the stars
And
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It is

up to each one to decide for him-

ous training I have had, they could

easily have made me lose all faith
by now. Strange to say, the priests,

to

draw their own conclusions; first, as

lieves or he doesn’t. Either he knows
what he is talking about or he does-

the intellectual
a figment of the
conformity with
best be ignored

twinkle

in the light

Of the many-eyed monster.
—Sister

M.

Pau.
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fractured!

We installed 365,000 telephones, an average
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the best previous year. Long distance calls
leaped to 154,000 a day—double the 1940

figure. Local calls soared to six million.
In 1947...

Ohio

$43,000,000

worth

can look forward to
of telephone

expan-

sion. This program means more and better
service for you.
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BELL
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COMPANY

"72 company of progress aud ofportuntig”

FRESHMAN

WOMEN

ing about

(Continued from Page 18)
to major in political science than
home ec. As a friend of ours once
put

it,

“She

would

be

about

as

practical in a kitchen as a lawnmower.”
2. Appearance: We've already
agreed that her features are all there
are to be desired. And with the
cosmetic situation the way it is, who
are we to tell when mother nature
makes a slip-up. Her true self will
come out only in the wash, her
ravishing beauty an element of time
spent in front of the mirror.
3. Intelligence: If it’s true that
the older you grow the less you
know—or at least, realizing your
own shortcomings,—freshmen women are then truly the intellectual
colossals of our culture.
They
KNOW they’re smart. Who but a
freshman could talk so long about
so little.
4. Cooperativeness:
We're not
qualified to say at this time. BUT
things are picking up!

5. Sincerity: This comes later in
her college career, when she realizes
that crime doesn’t pay.
6. Individuality: Limited.
We
base our contentions on a hypothetical case. If, for instance, Patty
wanted to smoke a cigar instead of
a cigarette after dinner, she would
be ostracized. They all follow one
set path of conduct and manners,
neither of which is fair to the average man.
7. Faithfulness: Man’s best friend
is still his dog.
No matter what angle you -view
the subject from, women are still
women, a source of joy and expense
forever. Look the freshmen over
men, and name your poison. Death
can be so sweet.

RM
CHANCE

IN A LIFETIME

(Continued from Page 6)
The

fact that New

York

City

is

built on solid rock is a phenomenon, and at certain points on the
Island, Central Park, for example,

this jutting rock can be seen. Writ-
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this city of theaters,

of

little cities in a big city, of famous

places of religion, and of streets of
immense wealth cannot be compared to seeing the real thing, and
seeing it once will not satisfy a person, I know.
I enjoyed the trip
very much, and I am eagerly looking forward to another trip for a
much longer period of time.

WE

FIT EVERY MEMBER
OF THE FAMILY

807 BROWN ST- 812 XENIA AVE.

eul®
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- TE

Radio commercials are the bane
of my existence. Unless, you, dear
reader,

offer

me

some

solution,

I

shall soon become as one of Mary
Jane Ward’s playmates in “The
Snake Pit.”
When I awake in the morning,
I turn on the bedside radio, grateful
for the jive that jars my eyelids open
and keeps them in that position until I arrive at work. Suddenly, I am
listening to music which sounds as
if it originated from Spike Jones,
only further back, and not as spiked.
‘The tuneful ditty rambles along, so
—"I am a happy milliner, my hats
are always right, each one is an original, I only work at night. I’m
happy,

ha, ha, ha, and here’sa

I am grateful that I’m a working
girl and that we have no radios in
our efficient office. For some unforseen reason our office equipment
doesn’t include a one thousand dolwhich

shoots

records

Distributing Co.
133 E. STEWART ST.
DISTRIBUTORS

Student
Telephone

on

Page
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COMPLIMENTS

OHIO

OF

CHARLES R. BROWN, 0.D.

Compliments

of

gun, the following. “Rinso White”
—(complete with ear-splitting whistles). “Well, I Swan, why don’t
you?” Vel, Vel, VEL” (it does

and

Beers

at

you faster than a P-80 dives and runs
the vacuum sweeper on your maid’s
day off. Ergo, my afternoons are
dedicated to “Gregg” and not the
drooly soap operas. Second, I don’t
have. drummed into my very being,
with the rapid staccato of a machine

(Continued

Prince

Heirloom

tip

Pll give to you—just strike the happy medium in everything
you do.”
Does this lovely bit of poetry have a
thought behind it? It doesn’t advertise hats, night work or palmistry. It
does advertise Xalxe. (That’s ExLax spelled backwards, the cunning
announcer informs us). Details of
the discourse on same before breakfast are disturbing to say the least.

lar Zenith,

The Dayton Heidelberg

A

Friend

INPUS.
Sa-a-ay, we all got a bone to pick
with you-all. Remember Christmas
is Over now, you can stop making
like angels and start acting your
usual devilish selves. Honestly it
scares us when we think how good
you’ve been lately. Or have you
just been keeping your little secrets
from us???? Anyway, cut it out
won't you??— Honestly if you don’t
we're gonna get desperate and tell
you what we heard about Joe Bath
the other day.
Do you know where we can get
a good pair of sun glasses. ‘These
new diamonds floating around are
positively dazzling.
Patti Ralph,
Janie Sullivan and Ginny Harding
are the three latest glow-gals illuminating our halls. And by the time
this print blurs before your eyes,
Delores Sizemore will have joined
the happy throng.
Golly next semester is going to
be kinda sad without the faces of
Mrs. Ann Farley (Jim Flynn to
you) and Mike Connair. Roseann
Houser will confirm the last.
Honestly those Miami
Valley
nurses are really giving the U.D. coeds a hard time. After all they are
taking up the time of two of our
most handsome men, Ed Reidy and

Al Speth.
Hey, what goes here.

The other

day in the cafe we saw Helen Pushee

gazing fondly into the eyes of Gus
Shroyer one minute, and the next
tantilizing Jerry Herzog. Hmm! !

And we simply can’t let an issue
go by without mentioning our favorite fan, Frankie Maloney. Did
you see him and his little blond in
their yellow sweaters the other day?
Umm but sharp.
Be-eg question of the day?? Since
Dick Arns’ tonsilectomy, we wonder how his game of tonsil tennis

has been coming.

Been

lot of practice lately, huh?

getting a

UTP

Santa was good to Mary Chilton,
Jeane

Warman,

Lucy

Briedenbach,

and Janice and Nancy Boring: they
all received perfectly lush angora
sweaters. (We demand a re-deal! )
Yep! we can spell, -but the sign
“Lima” for “lime” at the Hangar
was all because of Jim Riley’s love
for his city. Amusin’—but at first
glance,

rather

confoozin’.

Good to see you again, even if it
was a short, short visit, Liz Astbury
and ‘Trudy Nobis.

Pardon

the

pinkness

in

my

“cheeks”, starting from my neck up,
but have you seen Les Schlafman’s
ties? He drove fifty miles to buy
them, too. (He didn‘t say in which
direction. )
Carol (Corky) Doles is dreamily
counting the days until she sees
Rod from State.
Al Sullivan is seriously considering the position of Mr. Send-meyour-questions3I-know - all-the answers. Scholastically he’s a whiz.
Phyl Frank recently received two
nice size pictures of her Rod of
Michigan. The gals peeping over
her shoulder jabbed, “Gee! he’s
cute!” As if Phyl didn’t know, sillies.
Al, or “Ponci’, as he is known to
the cheerleaders, should be
con-

graulated. The rest of the gang were
rather skeptical about turning back
flips, since they hadn’t indulged in
ju-jitsu or other forms of bet-youfall-flat-on-your-fat-face gym. “Ponci’, who, incidentally is from Yukaton, Mexico, had never so much as
turned his head around quickly to
see a passing piece of feminine art,
gulped silently several times and
just about broke his neck before
successfully accomplishing the flip.
But, he dood it for our gang at the
games to the chant of “whistle-

We wanna know where Kenny
Brown learned to play the piano.
He (quite seriously) plays “Sentimental Journey” but roger.
But
please don’t play that particular
number
for Paul Wilkens and
Knobby Walz.
Benny Wald has decided to apply for a job at Forsythes. Shirley
works there.
Evie Reichard and Jack make a
neatest-known
go-together.
Joan
Roderer and Stevie Vargo are still
a true-two. Margie Caporal and
Frank

Hollenkamp

were

at

Sutts,

ye olde hand oute together. Yeah—
Pete was there, too.
Family joke: Ask Pat Griffin
about her “hangs of punger’”. (She
must have been hungry.)
What were Jim Kosta and Jim
Poeppelmeir doing by an ice cream
store in Dayton View? On a Friday night, too. T’ch, tch.
Doesn’t

Wally

Keville

get

aw-

fully chilly standing around the arcade at 7:30 a. m.? Brrr! Must take
hours to completely thaw.
Rumors are flying like mad that
Al “Tex” ‘Turner is currently dating

a tres attractive gal.

Bully for her!

Bill Backus and Dottie Raney
were strolling (rapidly walking)
around campus minus coats one
ach-illy AM. Either deep friendship

or strong constitutions.
Pip pip! Rah rah! Bully!—Duh...
New Year brings
A lot of things—
We bet you wish it’d take away
The nasty things we sometimes Say.
Or don’t you?

BOOM!” That’s U.D.’s good neighbor policy.
Page
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fear and loneliness for he saw in

BRIEF CANDLES

the simple birth of the vigil light
how life was a brief candle. Life is
born and then after a struggle it

® By Danie. F. PALMERT

flourishes, blooms, and flowers, and

An essay, beautiful in thought and clever in the telling.
Yes, Milly was dead. Nothing in
David’s mind could dull the aching
loneliness that he felt throughout
his body. No matter how much he
believed

otherwise,

no

matter

how

hard he fought against the truth,
still his stunned and_ befuddled
senses failed to grasp the true realization of his wife’s death. He knew
instinctively that all the little favors

and tender loving surprises would
no longer

be his.

‘There

pervaded

his

entire

being.

a
that

David

knew that Milly was gone from him,
yet after three hours he could not
convince himself that she would no
longer be with him to share each
joy and every disappointment.
Milly had given David a son, but
was that troublesome child any exchange for a loving wife? Was that
tiny, red, squalling baby capable of
soothing an aching heart and body?
Could that child share and assist in
all the trials and heartaches that
came from life? Was that baby abte
to fill the loneliness, despair, and
longing that came with each new
second?

David failed to see the hand of
God shaping his life, leading him to
his

own

reward,

for

he

was

bitter

and lonely, a hungry yearning pervaded his heart.

David knelt in the rear

of

St.

James’ Chapel and prayed. He asked for the strength to go on alone
and to care for his infant son. Prayers for guidance and love also poured forth from his heart to the all-

knowing and

all-loving God.

God;

Da-

vid’s soul needed the serenity and.
peacefulness that came from _talking with his Lord. He did not feel
ready to leave this new-found haven,
for here he was able to think about

but

David

had

no

desire

to

leave and return to his home. He
lacked the courage and faith to realize that no matter what the burden,

was

blankness, an inner emptiness,

Slowly David straightened and
looked about him. The hush of
evening had settled over the building and the pews were gradually
emptying. Just a few other persons
were left in communion with their

God

great for
knelt on
stared at
sanctuary

never

created

one

too

him to shoulder. David
in the dusky church and
the altar and the wine-red
light burning serenely.

As David glanced from the main
altar to the altar of the Holy Ghost
he observed a solitary vigil light

neatly exhausted

flickering

madly,

flaring first, then slowly waning. David was fascinated by the failing
candle’s battle for life. Here was
an inamiate object determined only
in keeping aflame. How it wavered
and swayed from side to side With

abnormal strength the light surged
upward again, fighting valiantly for
life. Sinking once more in despair,
the light struggled vigorously, trying to attain its former prominence.
Realizing at last that defeat was apparent, the little candle drooped

apathetically and where

once had

been brightness and cheer, there remained only a pall of smoke spiralling heavenward. David knelt enthralled, staring fixedly into the
darkness.
Slowly from the transit of the

church, a shabbily dressed old lady
made her way toward the altar of
the Holy Ghost. With the reverence
and solemnity that accompany old
age, the elderly lady proudly lit a
candle. The flame grew, rising higher and higher, dispersing a rosy ra-

diance throughout the church.
In that instant, David no longer

after reaching its fullness, it just as
gallantly, just as beautifully, withers
and dies, giving an equal chance to
another. It seemed to David that
even though Milly’s life had matured far too early, she had left in her
wake a brief candle.
With new hope and contentment,

David

slowly

made

*

*

STUDENT

ESSAYS

(Continued from Page 22)
everything but reproduce little packages of soap). ““T'abu, the forbidden

perfume.”

(It’s forbidden

again.

LS

MFT,

LS

MFT,

arette.

Yes,

Luckies

are

best

open a cigarette, put the tobacco in
a bowl, taste it, lov ely?

Is the solution a good drink?
Local pubs offer music without
deadly chatter, and hence forgetfulness. Problem number two: there is
always the possibility that I would
turn into an alcoholic anonymous
and my playfellows would be commercial radio announcers instead of
pink elephants.
If Little Abner
would only convince Al Capp to
print Lena’s picture, I admit my

problem would be forever solved.
Now I listen to the entertaining
porticn of the program (and a small
portion it is) and have trained my
mind to register a complete blank
while the poisonous words go on
and on ad infinitum. It wasn’t too
difficult to do, but occasionally some
words break through. Instead of

breaking the radio, I tumble into
bed

and

blessed

oblivion;

felt ever

darkened church David at last knew

er challenged God for an explanation; for here in eloquent silence he

nouncers

that even in his sorrow, his wife had

had found his answer.

their orders for ’46 cars.

come to know complete happiness.

ed God’s justice and ceased to feel
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the

cigarette, Yes, Luckies are the best
cigarette; break open a pack, tear

never-never-land

David realiz-

LS

MFT—why did I ever learn Morse
code? Yes, Luckies are the best cig-

felt alone and desolate. He no long-

In this

to you

if you don’t have the $64.00 to pay
for a dram). And, Flexees, the line
of least restraint for the most possible beauty.”
In the evening, the torture starts

and perceive his loss; here David
closer to Milly.

his way

from the church.

where

are boiled

to

the

radio

an-

in oil, shot

at

sunrise, and aren’t allowed to put in
—Lois GrimsHAWw
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